Then can my care tunde tongue dcliuer him. 

Km*. Mine eare is operand my heartprepard, 
The worft is worldly loflc thou canft vnfold. 
Say,is my Kingdorae loft? Why twas my care, 
And vvhatloffeis it to be rid ofcarc* 
Striues lUtllw^breoke to beas great as we? 
Greater he fhall not be : if he feme God, 
Week feme him too,and be his fellow fo. 
Rcuolt our Subieftes? that we can not mendc, 
They bi eakc their fay th to God as well as vs i 
Cry woejdeftruftion^uine^nd decay, 
The worft is death,and death willhauehis day. 

Scrco. Glad am I, that your Highncffc is fo armde 
To beare the ty dings of calamitie, 
Like an vnfcafonablc ftormie day, 
Which make the filuer Riueus drowne their fhorcs* 
As if the world were all difTolude to teares, 
So high abouchis limits fwels the rage 
Of BuUiiigbrooke,coucring your fcarefull land 
With hard bright fteele^d hearts harder then fleck r 
Whitebeardsliaue armd thek thirvrveand hairelcftcfcalps 
Againft thy MaiefHe : and.boyes with womens voyces 
Striue to fpeake bigge,and clap their female ioynts 
In ftiffc vnwiWic amies , againft' thy Crowne, 
Thy very beadf-menlearne to bend their browes^ 
Of double fatall woeagainft thy ftate. 
Yea diftafFe women mannageruftiebilles : 
Againft thy feate both young and old rebel)* 
And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

King. To well, to well thou telft a tale fo ill 
Where is the Earle of Wikfhire \ where is Bagot? 
What is become of Bufhic? where is Grecfie? 
That they haue let the dangerous cnemie 
Meafurcour confines with fuch peaceful fteps. 
If we preuaile,their heads fhall pay for it : 
I w arrant they h aue made peace wi th Bullirvgbrooke. 
Scro. Peace haue they made with hirnindcedemy tord. 

Kirn . Oh viHain^yipeixdarond without redtmptioD, 
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Dsgs cafily woiinfe to fiwne on any man. 
Snakes in my heart blond warmd^hat fting my heart \ 
Three Iudaijfes,each one thrice worfe then Iudas, 
Would they make peace \ terrible hell 
Make warrc vpon their fpotted foulcs for this . 

Scro. Sweetc -oite's (I exchanging* his property 
Turnes to the fowreft and mod deadly hate. 
Againe vncurfe their fonle^their peace is made, 
■With headland not with hands,thofc whom you curfe 
Haue felt the worft ofkleaths deftroying wound. 
And liofujl low grau'd iitihe hollow ground. 

Am. Is Bu /hie 5 Grcene,and the Earle of Wilt j'lriredcad? 

$c> 9. Yea,all oEthem at Brifto w loft their heads. 

Awn. Where is the Duke my father with his power? 

Kino, No matter wiierc,©£comfort no man fpeake. 
Lets talke qfgraues^of worme^and Epitaphs, 
Make duft our paper, and with-ranie eyes 
Write forrow on the bofome of the earth. 
Lets choofc Executors and talke of wils : 
And yet not fo, for whatxaa we bequeath, 
Saueour depofed bodies to the ground? 
Our lands,our:liues,and all areSulhjigbrooks, 
And nothing can we call ortr ownc,but death, 
And that fmall modell of the barren earth, 
Which femes as parte and couer to our bones* 
For Gods fakefct vs fit vpon the ground, 
And tell fad (lories of.the death of Kings, 
How fome haue becnedepofde,forae flaine in war, 
Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed, 
Some poyfoned by their wiues,fome fleepmgkild, 
AH murthered : for within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 
Keepes death his court,and there the antique fits, 
Scoffing his ftate,and grinning at his pompe, 
Allowing him a brca th,a little fceane, 
To Monarchife,be feard,and kill with lookes, 
Infufing him with felfe and vaine conceit, 
As if tins flc£h wliich vvalles a bout our life. 

Fa ."Was 



